His hand still at a bill; now he must talk

Idly, like prisoners, which whole months will swear

That only suretyship hath brought them there,

And to every suitor lie in every thing,

Like a king's favourite, or like a king;

Like a wedge in a block, wring to the bar,

Bearing like asses, and more shameless far

Than carted whores, lie to the grave judge;   for

Bastardy abounds not in king's titles,' nor

Simony and Sodomy in churchmen's lives,

As these things do in him; by these he thrives.

Shortly (as th'sea) he'll compass all the land,

From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover Strand,

And spying heirs melting with luxury,

Satan will not joy at their sins as he:

For (as a thrifty wench scrapes Ktching-stuff,

And barrelling the droppings, and the snuff

Of wasting candles, which in thirty year

%

(Reliquely kept) perchance buys wedding cheer)

Piecemeal he gets lands, and spends as much time

Wringing each acre as Tnai<fo puffing prime.

In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws    *

Assurances big as gloss'd Civil laws;

So huge, that men (in otir time's forwardness)